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He was speedily appeased by the look of utter con-
fusion in Cisy's face.
In fact, the Marechale, next morning, was filled
with regret when Arnoux, her first lover, her good
friend, had presented himself that very day. They
both gave the Vicomte to understand that he was
in the way, and kicked him out without much cere-
mony.
He pretended not to have heard what was said.
The Baron went on:
"What has become of her, this fine Rose? Is
she as pretty as ever?" showing by his manner that
he had been on terms of intimacy with her.
Frederick was chagrined by the discovery.
"There's nothing to blush at," said the Baron,
pursuing the topic, "'tis a good thingl"
Cisy smacked his tongue.
"Whew! not so good!"
"Ha!"
"Oh dear, yes! In the first place, I found her
nothing extraordinary, and then, you pick up the
like of her as often as you please, for, in fact, she is
for sale!*'
"Not for everyone I" remarked Frederick, with
some bitterness.
"He imagines that he is different from the
others," was Cisy's comment. "What a good joke!"
And a laugh ran round the table.
Frederick felt as if the palpitations of his heart
would suffocate him. He swallowed two glasses of
water one after the other.
But the Baron had preserved a lively recollection
of Rosanette.
"Is she still interested in a fellow named Amoux?"